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From steepy Othrys' top to Pylus drove

His herd, and for his pains enjoyed his love.        105

If such another wager should be laid,

111 find the roan, if you can find the maid,

Why name I men, when love extended finds

His power on high, and in celestial minds ?

Venus the shepherd's homely habit took,             no

And managed something else besides the crook;

Nay, when Adonis died, was heard to roar,

And never from her heart forgave the boar.

How blest was fair Endymion with his moon,

Who sleeps on Latinos' top from night to noon ! 115

What Jason from Medea's love possest,

You shall not hoar, but know 'tis like the rest

My aching head can scarce support the pain;

This cursed love will surely turn my brain ;

Feel how it shoots, and yet you take no pity;     1*2(1

Nay* then, 'tis time to end ray doleful ditty.

A clammy sweat does o'er ray temples creep,

My heavy eyes are urged with iron sleep;

I lay me down to gasp my latest breath,

The wolves will get a breakfast by my death ;     125

Yet scarce enough their hunger to supply,

For love has made me carrion ere 1 die